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	1. Chapter 1

**Declaimer : I do not own KHR**

**A/n: I thank and give credit to ultimatekeykey for beta'd**

Summary : We all knew. Tsuna had been whipped to shape by Reborn, the greatest hitman in the world, so Tsuna could be a great mafia boss like Primo. After all, Reborn would always torture—tutor him since the time when he was a Dame. But what about Giotto? Who will teach Giotto so he can be the greatest mafia boss? Of course, it's no other than…

xxxx

Giotto knew. He was done. He would be sold to become a slave. He was an orphan; his mother already died from overwork. The place where she worked was small, cramped and dusty. His mother knew that, but no place wanted her. She needed to support herself and her child. She worked in that place, making her lungs worse and died. She assured him that his aunt would pick him up, so he didn't need to be afraid when she was gone.

But fate was cruel. Before his aunt came to get him, a hoodlum came to retrieve the debt which his mother owned. The hoodlum didn't even care. His mother was already dead, and he just wanted to get his money.

"Look, kid," the hoodlum said. "I'm sorry your mother died like that, but debt is debt. Either you pay or you come with us. My boss will kill me if I don't get the money."

Giotto didn't have the money, so the answer was later. The man told him to pay with his body which meant he would become a slave. He shuddered at the thought. In this era, becoming a slave was the worst. You were ranked lower than animals. You couldn't talk back. You couldn't fight back. Giotto had seen the violence. He remembered once there was a slave who dirtied the cloth of his master, and the answer was punishment. The man whipped the slave until he died and tossed him in the street. True, he and his mother were poor, but they were just normal civilians. But being poor was a crime. Being weak was a crime, too. His thoughts were already filled with the worst possible outcome.

The man dragged him against his will. Giotto had screamed, kicking and punching, but unable to get out of the man's grip. He was thrown into a large cage. Inside it he wasn't alone, there were other children. They looked like a zombies: hollow eyes and bruised bodies. _Will I become like that?_ He thought.

"Are you new?" The male voice greeted him cheerfully, laughing. It was weird. He took a step back from the boy, unable to stand because of the strangeness. His voice sounded so cheerful, but there was a hollowness in his eyes and in his tone of voice. His accent is weird too, and that boy didn't look Italian.

"I'm not a weird person," the boy said. "Ah, let me introduce myself. I'm Asari Ugetsu."

"You're not from around this area, are you?" Giotto asked him carefully.

"Nope! I'm from the country which was called Japan!" Asari explained. "My family was framed as spies. So our fortune was taken, and we were all exiled and sold to be slaves in another country. How about you?"

He was still cheerful despite the story.

"Me? My mother..." Before he explained his reason why he ended up here, a man dragged him by hair. He was saying it was 'the time', and Giotto didn't understand what the meaning was. He was placed on a marble stone. His hands and feet was already chained, and his mouth was gagged by some sort of cloth. Giotto knew he was already finished. He would become like the children in that cage, without a future and without hope. He was just a disposable tool. When he was already resigned to his fate, a cloud of pink smoke appeared suddenly, and that was the first time he met his hero.

xxxx

"I didn't apply for this position in the first place!" Sawada Tsunayoshi shouted. Dame Tsuna, also known as Vongola Decimo was still in denial even though he was currently the head of a mafia group in the underground. He was twenty years old.

"Don't say that, Nono was so glad you decided to man up and become Decimo," Reborn smirked, the hitman enjoying every minute his student panicked. "He even cried tears of happiness at your ceremony."

"You tricked me!" Tsuna slammed his fists on the table, enough to make the poor table crack.

"I did not, so shut up and do your paper work!" Reborn pointed his pistol at his useless student. Maybe he needed to torture—he meant, tutor Tsuna all over again. His student was already being too cheeky and began to talk back to him, too much for his liking.

"Don't shoot! I will do it!" Tsuna shouted.

"Good! I will get my coffee. So before I get back, try to finish it or..." The word was left hanging, but Reborn's voice promised torture and pain if Tsuna could not do it. The threat hung in the air.

"That's impossible! Reborn, are you…?" Before Tsuna finished his complaint, his tutor had already gone into the kitchen. Tsuna raked a hand through his hair frustratingly. It was impossible to finish it, just with fifteen minutes left or probably less. Reborn knew that, and enjoying his activity of torturing made Tsuna crazy. Tsuna was dead either way. So he did what would Dame Tsuna do. He ran away.

A little later, the greatest hitman Reborn found that the window from his student's office was opened up. The white curtain fluttered like it was mocking him. It was certain his useless student had run away again. He sipped his coffee quietly and finished it, as a dark shadow appeared near the Reborn's face.

"Dame Tsuna. You are dead."

xxx

Tsuna ran away to the only place he could be saved. It was none other than Gigelo Nero's mansion. Enma's place was already crossed out from the list because Tsuna hid in his place so much and Enma was a terrible liar. The last time Tsuna hid at his place, his friend could only give him away to Vongola Familigia.

"I'm sorry Tsuna-kun, I can't have your overprotective family destroy my mansion." Those were Enma's last words.

Uni greeted him with her usual warm smile. Without her power she must have known he would come. Multiple telephones could be heard, ringing from his guardian or Reborn searching for him.

"I'm waiting for you Sawada-san, but unfortunately I can't hide you this time," the ex-sky Arcobaleno said. "Because you will have an important mission."

Before anything could register from his mind, he was already hit by Infamous ten years later to get this wrong. Of course. Vongola Decimo could dodge it easily. But he was in shock because his last allies betrayed him and he thought he would get Reborn's torture, and the paper work surprised him so much. He couldn't dodge.

"I hope you can safely return, Sawada-san," Uni prayed.

xxx

"Where am I?!" Tsuna let out. His infamous shriek drew attention, and he realized he didn't know where he was. The area didn't look like a good place. What would the future him do in a place like this? Tsuna was thinking. Could it be, ten years later he was truly the bad guy?

"Kill him!" A fat man ordered his men from his throne like chair. A horde of men came at a confused Tsuna, but of course he defended them single-handedly. Tsuna was Vongola Decimo; they didn't stand a chance against him, of course. Tsuna maybe looked cute and weak. But the man who was being trained by the greatest assassin himself would not go down easily without a fight.

Finally they realized they didn't stand a chance. A man who looked like a hoodlum took a hostage, a boy around thirteen years old. A blond boy whose face looked like his.

"If you want this brat saved, give up or he will die." The shaken man took a knife and held it against the boy's neck. But in an instant, the brunette was already behind the man and grabbed his hand. The man screamed, mumbling words which were not clear, but from the look of it he was in so much pain. His knife had already dropped and the boy had run away. Tsuna punched him in stomach, knocking him unconscious, too.

"Thank you, Mister," The boy said.

"No problem," Tsuna smiled softly. He released the boy from his chains with the key in the hoodlum's pocket. _What were the chains for?_ Tsuna was wondering.

"I'm Giotto. Are you the family of Asari?" He asked. "You look Japanese. And your accent is strange like his, too."

"No."

"Then can you help the other children, too?" The boy asked. "There are other boys and girls who will be slaves too."

"Slaves?" Tsuna's eyebrow raised. He was wondering if the future him was bad and if he truly became the bad guy in the future. It made him so depressed. Tsuna was disappointed with his future self. What is the monster he will become?

"Of course," he said. With that, he destroyed the cage that was holding so many children and he burnt out the shop.

After everything was done, Tsuna filed the details to the police, letting them take care of the children. But finally, he realized something. Tsuna blinked, looking at his surroundings.

"Thank you, Mister," the boy that looked like him thanked him again.

"Say… What's your name again?" Tsuna asked, a bit suspicious. Maybe, just maybe his suspicions would become true, which he hoped wouldn't happen. His guardian and his tutor probably turned Italy upside down to search for him. But could it be he was in Primo's time?

The boy looked disappointed and puffed his cheeks cutely.

"Don't forget again," the boy said. "I'm Giotto."

"Hieee! I'm trapped in Primo's time!" With that, the cool hero-like man fainted on the spot.


	2. Chapter 2

_**Disclaimer : I don't own KHR**_

_**A/n:**_

**ultimatekeykey message's : "Thanks for reading and have a great day!"**

**unirun: "Thank you for reading, favorites,reviews,follows.I hope you're enjoying this chapter. English's not my first language. I apologize for the mistake. Thanks to my beta too. Don't forget to say hi to him. If you don't mind,please review. It always make me happy. I hope everyone have a great day too!"**

* * *

><p><em>Tsuna's Original Time<em>

It was hectic, the fact that their boss went to Primo's Time. It was bad enough to summon all of the guardians. There was a legend the fact when all guardians needed to be gathered. The Vongola faced a big crisis enough to destroy the biggest mafia organization in the world. In twenty four hours, the guardians already gathered in Vongola's mansion including the Cloud and Mist guardians.

"So what's happened? It better be important or I will bite you to death," Hibari threatened, taking out his infamous Tonfa. The Cloud guardian was already irritated enough because he must have left his beloved Namimori and in the same room with Mukuro.

"Kufuufu," laughed Mukuro. "I don't have much time, either."

Shoichi fixed his glasses. He took a deep breath. It was a handful to explain things to Tsunayoshi's guardian. They were uncontrollable, crazy and most of all, destructive. Especially if the information was not in favor. Shoichi just hoped he could make one piece to get out of this room. So Shoichi explained that Tsunayoshi had trappedin past and it was impossible to retrieve him until Tsunayoshi complete the mission.

"Are you really trying?!" shouted Gokudera, grabbing Shoichi's collar.

"I am, it's impossible since an unknown power tied Tsunayoshi! I don't know! I can try, but it will take a long time!" cried Shoichi, trying to fight for his dear life.

"Release him, Gokudera." Reborn ordered. "It won't solve anything to get angry at him."

"Che!" With that, Gokudera released Irie from his grip.

"Eh, but Tsuna has a meeting with Chinese's mafia today, right?" Yamamoto asked. The Rain guardian remembered because he was the one who was assigned to be Tsuna's bodyguard.

Gokudera looked surprised for a moment and checked his notes to see Tsuna's schedule.

"You are right! We can't cancel it! They would be offended and maybe they would attack us!"

"Don't panic." Reborn said. "Tsuna will attend that meeting. We can use Mist's guardian power."

As soon as Reborn said that, Mukuro tapped his trident. A mist came out, and his appearance had already changed to Sawada Tsunayoshi.

"Is that Vongola?" Lambo asked.

"Of course." Mukuro or Tsuna raised his eyebrows.

"It's EXTREMELY not like Sawada at all!" The boxer shouted at the top of his lungs like usual.

"You are not like Juudaime at all! Chrome, use your power. Mukuro's suck!" complained Gokudera.

A thick mark appeared on Mukuro's head. There were two things you would never to say to Mukuro. One: said his hair resembled a pineapple. Two: told him his high illusion class sucked. Mukuro took great pride in his abilities. And he took whoever had said those two things to hell. He took his trident, ready for attacking Gokudera. "Any last words before I send you to hell?"

"Mamamaa, I think Mukuro's Illusionary. It's great." Yamamoto tried to play peacemaker as usual before hell break loose, but paused. "But you must change Tsuna's eyes. They're rounder!" The swordman complained.

"What?" Mukuro choked.

"Juudaime's hair is spiky but fluffy, not untameable like that," Gokudera added.

"Vongola's smile is also kind, not creepy." Lambo protested.

Mukuro, of course, being Mukuro. He wouldn't listen to this protest, until there was a certain remark from Sun Arcobaleno. "So you aren't capable at all? Chrome can do the job."

"Nagi?" Mukuro looked at his beloved girl, putting on the kicked puppy look. He hoped his dear Chrome would stick up for him like she would always do. There was no way. He was suck.

"Sorry Mukuro-sama, but boss doesn't look perverted like that," Chrome said. That was the final strike.

Chrome did a good job to imitate Tsuna. Ending the complaint. Of course, Tsuna's Guardian could recognize that was not Tsuna considering they already stuck out through thin and thick with their boss. It was enough to deceive most people.

"And until Tsuna's back from the past, all of the guardians must do Tsuna's job, including paper work." Reborn added.

At Reborn's statement, Gokudera chuckled at Hibari and Mukuro who looked little pale. The right man knew the two sources of eighty percent of Juudaime's paper work.

* * *

><p><em>Primo's Time<em>

Most of the children who were taken to be slaves went to an orphanage. The others who were lucky enough had their parent to get them. Giotto was an orphan now. He already lost his mother. He didn't know where his father was; he simply disappeared one night. His mother told Giotto that his father became a star, but he wouldn't let it pull him down. Sure, it was sad to lose someone precious to you, but Giotto had cried and grieved enough. His mother would surely kick his ass if she knew he was just moping around. With even that, it was hard. Giotto was trying to live a life which his mother would proud of.

The head of the orphanage was kind enough to introduce him to his friend who needed a newspaper boy. Giotto gladly accepted. The job wasn't bad; he had a good job considering he was just a kid. He had had a job as a cashier before his debt collector had come to his house and demanded his money, which Giotto didn't have.

He would begin work tomorrow. His work was just delivering the morning and evening newspaper, and his boss was kind enough to give a daily wage to their employees.

"Wake up that Mister, please," said one of the adults kindly. "It's lunch time."

Giotto nodded. 'That Mister' was referring to the Mister who fainted after he had saved Giotto and the other children. It was a hectic image, an adult who passed out suddenly in the middle of the night. Luckily, they were near the police office, otherwise Giotto wouldn't have known how to handle it. Especially because the Mister wore such an expensive looking suit. If they left him in the middle of night in a lonely street, surely he would be a target of robbery by passers-by and just left with only his underwear.

"Wake up, Mister," Giotto told the mister nicely.

Tsuna didn't wake up, of course. He was after all a very heavy sleeper. Only Vongola's method performed by Reborn could wake him up usually which the brunette complained was deadly, but it was so effective against him.

"Wake up, Mister," this time Giotto shook Tsuna's body, hoping Tsuna would wake up already. It was already 12 pm! The lunch would be gone at this rate when Giotto could wake up Tsuna and come down. Mumbling apologies, Giotto took to his last resort and jumped on the bed, shouting at the top of his lungs. Usually it had worked against his mother, no matter how tired she was, she would always wake up.

But this was Tsuna we were talking about. The only response was just a slow grunt and incoherent mumbling.

"Five minutes… Again, Reborn…" Tsuna buried himself much deeper in his blanket, which made Giotto start to get really frustrated.

The result ended in Tsuna winning. He couldn't do anything after thirty minutes. Giotto had resorted to use the ultimate technique, which he swore to never use. He splashed really cold water at Tsuna, but it was to no avail. Ultimately, the head of the orphanage came and told him to have lunch, before it was all gone.

When Giotto wanted to wake up Tsuna again, the adults told him to play with the other children.

"It's a sunny day. Let the Mister rest. He must be tired." Giotto went to play even though he wanted to wake Tsuna. The adults already set aside Tsuna's food so it was not a problem. Boys just had the most stupid pride and Giotto was not exception when playing, and Giotto wanted a rematch for his lost battle.

Aside that, it was truly a wonderful day. The birds were chirping and singing. The temperature was not too cool and not too hot. The boys played with a ball, and the girls played house or made flower crowns. Giotto was reading a wonderful book. Everything seemed perfect, but a dangerous man eyed them and paced back and forth like a suspicious person/

The suspicious man had a handsome appearance, with his dark green eyes and his silver hair. He was maybe twenty years old, he certainly had a dangerous vibe telling people not to mess around with him, or they would probably go to hospital immediately. He wore an expensive looking tailor's suit, and he had a small black suitcase with him.

"Should we chase him away?" Giotto asked. "He will make the other children scared."

The answer…

"Well, we can't do it, Giotto."

"And why is that?"

"Because he's so handsome! There is no way he's a bad guy!" answered one of the adults, earning a nod from the others. They giggled, much to his dismay.

"I wonder if he's single?" asked another adult.

The rest of the female adults continued talking, and Giotto shuddered as he heard them talk, glancing at the suspicious person with pity. The content of the adults' discussion was something Giotto wanted to bury deep in his mind and never mention to anyone.

_'Seriously, run away before these women get loose,'_ Giotto prayed for the man's safety and dignity.

Finally, Giotto met eyes with the stranger. The man came at him with miraculous speed and he had a death glare in his eyes which was so frightening it could make someone wet themselves. Giotto considered running away but before he could, the man with the dark green eyes was already holding Giotto's hand.

_'Could this man be a debt collector?_' Giotto wanted to punch himself because he was so naive to think that he could escape from his debt after the shop had been burnt. He should've run away when he had the chance.

"I'm sorry, please give me time to pay my debt," Giotto asked nicely, hoping the man wouldn't make a scene. There were children around here. "I will pay it, so please be patient?"

The man was stunned for a moment at Giotto's remark. But the man gave him some paper and a pen and finally spoke, which confused Giotto. "Can you give me your autograph, Primo?"

"Eh?" that was the only intelligent response Giotto could think of.

* * *

><p>The man's name was no other than Gokudera Hayato. He was Tsuna's storm guardian and self-proclaimed right hand. Tsuna had already woken up Vongola's style, which included electrocution performed by the very right man, which left Giotto in awe. Later, Giotto took the time to find the most effective method to wake people, Vongola's style. There were two hundred and eighty-eight methods and it kept being added to, according to Gokudera. Giotto would love to learn them all someday<p>

There were just the two of them there, since Gokudera told everyone he wanted to talk about an important matter with Tsuna.

"Juudaime! Good morning," Gokudera greeted him with passion as usual. Tsuna could swear he saw the puppy ears and tail come out of Gokudera.

"It's evening, Gokudera-kun, and Hieeeeee! Gokudera, what are you doing here?" Tsuna looked bewildered. "Could you be trapped in this time, too, like me?"

"Nope! We were worried and I threatened, I mean, I ordered Irie to modify the Ten Years Later Bazooka so we can go back and forth to this time! Sadly, I'm the only one available, the other guardians are currently on a mission and are too busy covering your disappearance. Reborn-san is busy, too." Gokudera explained. "But I'm more than enough."

Tsuna sweated at the explanation. He was sure he had heard the word threatened in there. But he decided to dismiss it for now, details could wait until later. But surely they pushed Shoichi so hard? Tsuna could imagine how much pressure his guardian and tutor put on Shoichi. It wasn't an easy feat to modify it in such a short time. Secretly, Tsuna had asked for Shoichi's forgiveness for all the trouble his guardian and tutor had caused.

"I see… Can I go back now?" Tsuna asked hopefully. Even his Vongola Hyper Intuition told him he was already screwed.

"No," Gokudera replied. "You can't go back to your time yet, Juudaime."

"What?! Why?!" Tsuna shouted. Somehow, he already knew the answer but he demanded an explanation. Dammit! Why won't his live ever be normal? He thought the fact that he became a mafia boss was bad… Now he was stuck with this trouble. All he wanted was just a quiet and peaceful life. _'Is that so hard to ask?'_ He could already feel his patience running thin.

Gokudera opened his notebook. His hair was tied in a ponytail and he wore his reading glasses, ready for explaining things to his dear boss.

"Juudaime, you can go back after you complete the mission Uni gave you."

"Mission?" Tsuna asked.

Gokudera nodded and read the contents of his notebook.

"Become Vongola Primo's tutor and gather his guadians, as expected as Juudaime are so great to have on this important mission." Gokudera smiled while giving him a thumbs up.

One second. Two seconds had passed. The information finally registered in his thick head, and Tsuna paled at the thought.

"Hiee! Impossible! I can't do it! I'm no good and I can't teach anyone. And It's Vongola Primo… I will just screw up!" Tsuna refused and went into panic mode, regressing back to his usual useless, wimpy self.

"But Irie already gave up," Gokudera explained. "He said there is no other way than to complete the mission so Juudaime can go back to our original time, since an unknown force tied Juudaime at Primo's time."

"…"

"…"

Hearing that, Tsuna stumbled to the floor; his knees went weak all of a sudden. Tsuna knew he already screwed up when the TYL Bazooka had hit him, but Tsuna never knew it was this bad. There was a possibility he wouldn't ever be back at his time. Tsuna was sulking in a corner now. He regretted his choice to run away. If he had known he would get into this mess, Tsuna would be a good boy, signing his paperwork as if his life depended on it.

Speaking of paperwork... _'Look on the bright side, Tsuna, at least you don't need to deal with cursed paperwork for a while.'_ Tsuna secretly cheered to himself, and his fist formed a small bump. Maybe it was worth it after all. It was not that bad. Imagine… No paperwork! The work which he hated with so much passion. He was free. And his great great great grandfather was a capable man, so it would be easy to tutor him and gather the guardians. He needed to be patient, and time would solve it all for him.

"Juudaime…" As if he could read his mind, Gokudera began to speak. "I regret to tell you that even if you're Juudaime facing the trouble you still need to do your work. Reborn-san told you to do it."

Tsuna felt like he wanted to slam his head on the nearest wall. He hoped it was just a bad dream. Why couldn't he just be happy for once? Damn Reborn! That tutor was really a devil in a human's disguise. Reborn didn't have sympathy. Tsuna had no way get out of this.

"Anything else?" Tsuna asked. He was feeling tired all of a sudden.

"Yes. Take this." Gokudera handed him a suitcase. Inside it, there was a communication device, paperwork, his gloves, his gun and other things.

"Hey! Why did you give me a gun? I don't plan to kill anyone!" Tsuna shouted while pushing the gun back at Gokudera.

"That gun is loaded with special bullets, Juudaime."

"Don't tell me…"

"Yup! They're Dying Will bullet!"


End file.
